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The Worst Concert Ever 


Author's Notes: 


In my mind this fic was going to be so much more epic. Hopefully this stripped down version works. Takes place 
during those early years after the breakup. 


Absolute complete silence filled the stadium. Which should be impossible. It was a stadium. It was filled with 
tens of thousands of people. There should be no possible way that zero sound could happen in those 
circumstances. Zero. But... it was true. Someone backstage found a needle from somewhere and reached out and 


dropped it on the stage. A small click as it hit the stage broke the silence. 
"That doesn't count." Someone else said. "It's hearing a pin drop. Not a needle." 
Elsewhere, about twenty feet to the left of where a needle was now lying on the stage, Slash moved toward 


the back of that said stage. "Oh, come on Axi." He said into the microphone he was holding. Unseen cold sweat 
was beading on his neck hidden by his wild mane of hair. Dark sunglasses hid the anxiety and terror in his eyes 


from the world at large. Only the white knuckled grip on the microphone could give him away. "That was awful." 
| wasn't the one out of key.” Axl said back, voice muted as he didn't have a microphone. 

"That is true." Duff added. "You were all over the place, Slash." 

"Taking Axis side?" 


"Axl was hitting the right notes. But the drumming was pulling his rhythm off. Izzy, what the hell were you 


doing?" 


Izzy's reply was too quiet to be heard by any of the audience, even those at the very front, as the crowd 


began rumbling. 


"What! We were doing ‘Mary Had a Little Lamb: not ‘Itsy Bitsy Spider" Slash said into the mic. Steven waved at 
him. "You did great on the piano Steven 


It wasn't an angry rumbling, but a rumbling of a confused whimper multiplied by tens of thousands. 


What could have possibly lead to this? 


KEKEKE 
FEKE EE KK 


Axl finally had it. This was fucking it. No more. He was sick of everyone trying to force him to reunite with old 
Guns. Why didn't anyone understand his feelings! He hated Slash. Izzy was on his shit list for.. something he 
couldn't remember at the moment, but he would if you just gave him a minute, damnit! Steven scared him. 
And Duff was..being Duff. Axl would have to think of a reason to not want him around later. But it didn't 
matter. What mattered was the fact that nobody cared what he wanted. They just wanted old Guns back 
together and Axl was done with it. Absolutely done with it! The smiley face sticker on the card just pissed him 
off more. The card that said in cheerful looking handwriting: "We would like to keep Axl and Slash together". 


Like hell. Axl thought balefully as he glared at the card. He was never going to reunite old Guns. He sure as hell 
didn't think anyone of old Guns wanted to get back together either (Not counting Steven, because, obviously, he 


doesn't count). 


He had to deal with the idiotic man from the label yesterday and now this. Could he never get away from it?! 
The media, the fans, the label and even some of the people who were supposed to be working for him. None of 


them understood. 


Behind the card, in the cage, two little kittens were curled up together sleeping. An extra sticker was on the 
card that read, "Please Adopt Today!" 


"Axl? It is just the shelter's naming scheme. They name the kittens that come in after members of rock 
bands. It doesn't mean anything." 


"Get the cats, change their names, and give them to your cousin or someone.” Axl said and stalked off. 
Beta sighed and pinched the bridge of her nose. This was going to be one of those days. 


"They want the members of old Guns back together?" Axl snarled as shoved the door open, "I'll give them old 


Guns." 

Check that. It was going to be one of those weeks 

"You received a letter from Axl." 

"Uh-huh, sure. Pull the other leg." Slash said to his manager as he stabbed the chicken with his fork Another 
interview, another million questions about Axl even though the agreement before he went into the interview 
specifically said no Axl questions. 


"No... really." The man handed him an envelope. 


Slash rolled his eyes and opened the letter. "Dear Bane of My Existence," it read, "sick of the people wanting old 
Guns to get back together? Want to shut them the fuck up forever? I've got a proposition for you." 


And Slash, despite his own best interests, was intrigued. 


At some point Izzy found that he had a missed call on his cellphone. It wasn't all that uncommon as he had a 
tendency to forget it at home. It appeared that the call was from Axl and Axl had left him a message. Huh. 


Curious, he listened to the message: Izzy, fuck you and your shitty opinion on salsa. Call me back." 


Steven. There is a possibility there is a chance that you could possibly, maybe, join Guns n' Roses for one 


show and one show only. PS. Leave your mom at home. 


Duff, | am going to give everyone what they want. May they all rot in hell. 


3 EE KE 
9 EE KK 


"Should we take it from the top? Or go on to the next song?" Slash asked the others on the stage. The dark 


rumbling void was at his back. 
The answer was unanimous. 


"Okay next song." Slash said and faced the terror of the dark void where the bright stage lights ended and the 
darkness hid the masses. Dark sunglasses were a blessing. "Sorry all, we got some kinks to work out. You know 
how it is. Its been a while since we've all been on stage together. Hey Steven, wave ‘hi' to the friendly people 


at home!" 


Steven waved at the camera shooting them for the free PPV broadcast. The promoter was picking up the fee. 


The promoter, at the moment, was contemplating suicide. 


The people at home as well as the people in attendance watched as Steven left the piano bench and took a bass 
guitar that was handed to him by a tech. Steven grabbed the guitar and put the strap on. The bass screamed 
out in terror, piercing eardrums and causing cringing all over the world. Steven winced at the sound. "Heheh, 


oops, sorry!" he yelled out. 
A tech immediately unplugged him. 


Slash did not notice. Slash used every last bit of effort and concentration to choke out to the terrifying 


masses: "And here is our rendition of Sweet Child" 


FEKE KE EK 
FEKE EE EK 


My God Beta thought as she watched the men around the table listen and be swayed by Axl as he talked to 
them intently. They are all idiots 


Being in the same room as Axl made every single man at that table lose all of their senses. 


Beta now realized that after all this time she had completely misunderstood Axl's old bandmates. She always 


looked at their leaving Guns n' Roses as them having abandoned Axl. Now..now she understood. 


"And to make it stick? We are going to completely butcher Sweet Child" Axl looked around the table, " This is 
going to be TheWorstConcertEver. No one will ever want Old Guns back together." 


PEKEE 
FEKE EE EK 


There were a handful of optimistic people scattered about in the audience as some cheers sounded out at 
Slash's announcement of the much beloved song. Mostly, though, the audience was filled with distrustful 
silence. Surprisingly few people were leaving. Instead, all eyes were glued to the spectacle on the stage. 
Duff gestured to his bass tech to plug Steven back in. The tech shook his head. Duff gestured again, more 
firmly, to plug Steven back in The tech shook his head again rapidly, eyes wide. The tech gestured between 
Steven and Duff and mimed switching instruments. Duff shook his head. The tech nodded his. 


At the same time Axl was looking down at the guitar he was holding. "How does this start again?" He wondered. 
He hummed the beginning to himself. 


Duff glared at his tech. The tech stood firm. Duff sighed and gave in, going to Steven. "Switch me." 
The guitar tech standing beside the bass tech behind the stage shook his head in denial. 


"Okay" Steven didn't hesitate. He didn't know how to play the bass any better than guitar. The guitar tech 
immediately began waving wildly at Steven 


Axl began the intro to the song. 

Steven sent a thumbs up to the wildly waving guitar tech and ran back to lzzy. "Switch me!" 
Izzy shrugged and stepped away from the drum set and took the guitar. 

"Yes!" Steven whispered excitedly to himself and hopped up behind the drums. 


Eight seconds into the intro Axl screeched the song to a sudden stop, still staring down at the guitar and not 


paying attention to anything going on around him. "Fuck this," he said, then again, "fuck this" 


Slash went to him, microphone down at his side. "There is no fucking way in hell | am attempting singing this. 


None. | don't know how you got me to do what I've already done.. but fuck no." 
Axl looked up at Slash. 
Slash held the mic out to him. 


Axl looked between Slash and the mic. He shrugged the guitar strap off over his head and exchanged the 
guitar for the mic. He turned and saw Steven on the drum riser and Duff and Izzy standing near each other 


with their normal instruments in hand. 
"Oh Fuck it" Axl said He then turned to Slash. "Let's try this shit again 


Still facing Axl, Slash slung the guitar strap over his head and hit the intro. It was the only sound in the 
stadium as everyone held their breath. Once the rest of the band came in the crowd absolutely roared. The 
entire stadium trembled from the sound. Steven laughed wildly in joy and even Izzy let a smirk appear on his 


face. 

They were sloppy as hell. They hadn't practiced even once leading up to the concert, but the people in 
attendance didn't care one bit during what ended up being a three hour show. To them it had a shaky start 
but ended spectacularly. 


To the sole reason the concert took place? Complete abject failure. 


